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Cast of Characters 
irl: a young journalist from the Daily Mail 


Tramp A: the leading tramp; the one who 
knows Orwell best 


Tramp B: second in command 
Tramp С: the jokev one 
Scene 


"The Spike” - tramps' overnight shelter in 
the 1930s. 


Time 


Between modern day and 1930s - variable 


ACTI 


OVERTURE: 
GEORGIE 
MEDLEV 
(OPTIONAL) 


(Instrumental continues. 
GIRL enters carrving a 
notebook. She is on her 
mobile phone talking to 
her editor.) 


GIRL 
Hi, Geordie, yes, I’m here. Found the place 
okav but a bit of a prob. Looks like it closed 
years ago and they're thinking of turning it 
into flats. Should I get back or shoot to 
Suffolk? You know, Southwold. Okay, right. 


Thanks. Talk later. (Ends call) 


(Tired, she sits amongst the junk and 
holds her head in her hands for a 
while. The OVERTURE stops.) 


(Through the gates come a group of 
Tramps. We are suddeniv outside 
The Spike in the 1930s in some kind 
of dream sequence. Three Tramps 
are dancing around, drinking and 
smoking amongst refuse sacks. The 
Tramps start to use sticks/utensils on 
various bins and boxes and from 
beneath a dust sheet, a guitar is 
revealed — immediatelv strummed bv 
TRAMP A. GIRL wakes up. Other 
instruments appear amongst other 
refuse. They begin to clear up the 
junk somewhat and we start to see 
"The Spike’ beneath all the rags. The 
tramps dance with the audience and 
tempt them up onto the stage, dress 
them in rags and give them black 
bean bags to sit on for the duration 


of the plav.) 


SONG: TRAMPS' NIGHTCLUB 


Song (Tramp С): We wait til six for the spike 
to open 

Knackered souls all across the green 
Careful mate don't get too close 


You never know where they have been 


Cells measure eight by five (spoken: feet that 
is) 

Beds a narrow wooden shelf 

Cotton blankets against the cold 


You can't even abuse yourself! 


Tramps chorus (raucous): 
But Eric could have been at the Henley 
Regatta 


Instead of thinking poor people matter 


Eric could have been at the Henlev Regatta 
(patter: What's a Regatta...etc) 


Tramp A: 

Heading for the fields of Kent 
'Hopping' with the Cocknev crew 
They call it a working holiday 


Cheap labour to me and you 


Curtains flick from side to side 
As they walk the leafy lanes 
One or two will come to say 


George Orwell once passed this way 


Tramps chorus: 

But Eric could have been at the Henley 
Regatta 

Instead of thinking poor people matter 

Eric could have been at the Henley Regatta 
(patter: Where's Henley then...etc) 


Tramp B: 

Hop the train back to London Bridge 
Eric, Scottv, Nobbv and Ross 

Too late for the Kennington kip 


But there's alwavs somewhere else to doss 


Stonv broke in Trafalgar Square 
Never a glance from passers-bv 
But there's alwavs a copper to move vou on 


As Nelson turns his one good eve 


Tramps chorus: 

But Eric could have been at the Henlev 
Regatta 

Instead of thinking poor people matter 

Eric could have been at the Henley Regatta 
(patter: Would you care to dance then...? etc 


Tramp tap dance...) 


Tramps various: 
There's really nothing left to say 
Nothing to shout about 


No woman gives vou a second look 


'Speciallv when vou're down and out 


Tramps chorus: 

But Eric could have been at the Henlev 
Regatta 

Instead of thinking poor people matter 


Eric could have been at the Henlev Regatta 


Possible extra verse, earlv on... 


Evervone was stripped and 
searched/ 'Who d'vou think 
you're trying to kid?’/Says the 
burly tramp major, standing 
there/With your very last coupla 
quid 


(The scene settles into a relaxed, 
almost a campfire feel to it. The girl 
asks questions. The tramps answer 
but as thev move around, doing 
other things. Not totallv interested.) 


GIRL 
Sorry, er, excuse me, is there a Mr Orwell 
here? 


TRAMP A 
Not todav there isn't, love. 


GIRL 
Do vou know where he is2 


TRAMP B 
Not todav, we don't. Could be up north. 


GIRL 
Up north? Where? Why? 


TRAMP C 
Wigan Pier possibly. 


TRAMP A 
Seeing some miners? 
GIRL 


Miners? I thought all the mines were closed 
by Mrs Thatcher. 


TRAMP A 


(points to his head). Not here, thev haven't, 
mate. (points to his heart). Not here either. 


TRAMP С (cutting across, 
jokilv) 
Or he could be in Paris, of course. 


GIRL 
Paris? How on earth could he get there? 


TRAMP A 
That's a good question, voung ladv. Some 
say a kindly aunt. 


TRAMP С 
Or Spain. 

GIRL (flummoxed) 
Spain? 

ALL TRAMPS 
SPAIN! 

GIRL 


On holiday? 


TRAMP С (sharply) 
No, fighting. 


GIRL 


Fighting? 

ALL TRAMPS (sharply) 
Fighting! 

GIRL 
Fighting who? 

TRAMP C 


The fascists, of course. 


GIRL 
The fascists? 


ALL TRAMPS 
Franco's Fascistsl 


GIRL (regaining her 
composure) 
But you say he could be in Paris? 


TRAMP A 
Yes. Could be. 


GIRL 
Doing what exactly? 


TRAMP А 
Well, er, washing up mainiv. 


TRAMP C 
Eric is a part-time plongeur (exaggerated 
French accent) in his spare time. 


GIRL 
Eric? Perhaps we're talking about someone 
else. I'm told he's posh. 


TRAMP А 
He's posh alright, love. And his real name's 
Eric. 


GIRL 
Sorry, you're losing me. I don't get it. 


TRAMP B 
Nor do we really. We just took to 'im. Turned 
up one day out of the blue and made a name 
for himself among us lot... and everywhere 
bloody else as well, come to that. 


SONG: SOUTHWOLD MORNING 
(PART I) 

TRAMP B: 
HIS NAME WAS ERIC BLAIR 


BUT THE LIKENESS STOPS RIGHT 
THERE 

HIS WORDS COULD ALL BE 
TRUSTED 

AND HIS MIND WAS ALWAYS FAIR 


OH-OH-OH... A SOUTHWOLD 
MORNING VIEW 

I'D LIKE TO TAKE A SOUTHWOLD 
WALK WITH YOU 


(Underscoring continues. 
TRAMP A takes a tie and 
battered BBC 
microphone from the 
refuse. He wears the tie, 
moves DS, quoting 
Orwell in the first 
person. Loud and clear.) 


TRAMP А 
“Му starting point is always a feeling of 
partisanship, a sense of injustice. When I sit 
down to write a book, I don't say to myself, I 
am going to produce a work of art.' I write 
because there is some lie I want to expose, 
some fact to which I want to draw attention, 
and my initial concern is to get a hearing.... 


(Removing the tie, 
placing down the 
microphone. Now out of 
character.) 


He's done that ALRIGHT. АП over the bloodv 
world. That's whv vou're here, I suppose, 
digging... Vou won't get anv dirt from us, 
young lady. 


GIRL 
I just want to get the story really. 


TRAMP B 
But it's not just the story, is it? It's HOW it's 
told. Like The Sun. Like The Daily Mail and 
the rest of 'em. Truth matters. 


ALL TRAMPS 


At the Ministry of Fucking 
Truth! 


TRAMP А 
For example, here for vour delectation is 
Eric himself, getting easilv inside the head of 
a Rich Man...have a good listen. 


(TRAMP C wears the tie 
and uses the battered 
BBC microphone. He 
moves DS and quotes 
Orwell in the first 
person) 


TRAMP С (posh voice) 
'We know that povertv is unpleasant; in fact, 
since it is so remote, we rather enjoy 
harrowing ourselves with the thought of its 
unpleasantness. But don't expect us to do 
anything about it. We are sorry for you lower 
classes (points to audience), just as we are 
sorry for a cat with the mange, but we will 
fight like devils against any improvement of 
your condition. We feel that you are much 
safer as you are. The PRESENT state of 
affairs suits us, and we are not going to take 
the risk of setting you free, even by an extra 
hour a day. So, dear brothers, since 
evidently you must sweat to pay for our trips 
to Italy, sweat and be damned to you.” 


TRAMP B 
Sound familiar? 


GIRL 


When did he write that? 


TRAMP А 

WHILE OTHERS KEPT THEIR 
DISTANCE 

HE WENT DOWN AND OUT 

HE LAY WITH TRAMPS AND 
DRIFTERS 

IN THE DEPTHS OF LONDON 
TOWN 


OH-OH-OH... SOUTHWOLD 
MORNING VIEW 

I'D LIKE TO TAKE A SOUTHWOLD 
WALK WITH YOU 


It's in a book called Down and Out in Paris 
and London. 1933. Or... it could have been 
yesterday. Or tomorrow. Or a fortnight 
Thursday. One of my two lads was greatly 
moved by it and said it should be on the 
curriculum for every 14-year-old who's 
beginning to tell the difference between arse 
and elbow. Knew how to put things, my boy. 
Shame we've, er...lost touch a little bit. 


GIRL 


Oh, ves, Гуе been told to read that, and 
that's where Paris comes 1п? 


TRAMP C 
You could say that. I suppose we all took him 
for a toff on hard times. We couldn't really 
work it out, to be honest, but he was 
obsessed with how the poor lived - and how 
they died. Poverty disgusted him. 


(GIRL's mobile rings. 
Song stops. She puts it to 
her ear. TRAMPS express 
mock shock & humour) 


GIRL 
(Hushed) Hi, Geordie, no, I haven't left yet, 
I've met some of his... friends? They say he 
might be at Wigan Pier...No, not Brighton, 
Wigan! Or he could be in Paris... Or Spain... 
(pause.) No, fighting the fascists! So, Plan B. 
I'll stay here for a while and work on а 
colour piece and take some pics if they 
agree. (pause) It's called a Spike, some kind 
of workhouse but just a place to doss, I 
reckon. I've already met some real 
characters, colourful stuff (winks at the 
tramps and thumb up), so what do you 
think? ... Okay, I will - and there’s always 


the chance the main man will turn up with 
another batch. What a bonus that would bel 
Veah, bve. 


TRAMP B 
So, you're after our Eric, are you? 


GIRL 
I think so. 


TRAMP B 
Our own Blairl Funnv, еһ? One's a top soul. 
One's gonna have a verv trickv time at St 
Peter's Gate. 


GIRL 
I don't think thev want me to cover that side 
of things. 


TRAMP C 
I bet thev don't. 


TRAMP A 
So how can we help, mv girl? We haven't got 
much else to do...and, if vou don't mind me 
saving so, you don't seem to be all that, 
er....primed. 


GIRL 


Well, first of all I need background. How well 
you know him? The things he's said to you. 
Why he's living like this. What he's like? 
Basically, what he's all about? 


TRAMP A 
Well now. Slow down a bit. Take it in your 
stride. It’s all there in his books, of course - 
plus the essays, they’re brilliant, wrote one 
about PG Wodehouse (pronounced 
Woadhouse!) - but I get the feeling you 
haven’t read them all, or even very many of 
them. There’s been eight or nine novels but 
there’s one we can leave off the list because 
he didn’t like it all. 


GIRL 
Which one was that? 


TRAMP A 
You don’t need to know. But what we can do 
is give you tasters of the others, including 
the two that shook the world and keep on 
Shaking it. 


GIRL 
Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-four? 


TRAMP A (amused) 


You're getting there! We'll give you a flavour 
and a good few quotes and pictures on your 
Smart Phone, then all you need to do is read 
an essay or two before Googling a load of 
spark notes. Piece of cake. And, who knows, 
Georgie Orwell himself might breeze in with 
his giant mug of tea and roll-ups when you 
least expect it and give you an exclusive! 


GIRL 
You sound a bit like a journo yourself? 


TRAMP A 
Gave it a go but ended up going to Catford. 


GIRL 
To Catford? 
TRAMP А 
The dogs, mate. I went to the dogs. Catford 
Dogs. Lost me wife, almost lots me lads... 


GIRL 


Oh...so, what's Mr Orwell, Mr Blair - Eric - 
like then? 


(TRAMP C, serious for a change, sits 
with the GIRL while the rest of the 


TRAMPS play cards in the 
background.) 


TRAMP C 
What d'vou mean, what's he ПКе? What does 
he like to wear? What team he supports? 
Does he believe in New Bloody Labour? 


GIRL 
No, what's he like as a person? His 
personality, stuff like that? 


TRAMP С 
Well, the first thing you've got to realise, is 
how special he is. His words, his view of life 
on this planet, will be referred to 100 years 
from now. 200. They're immovable. Last as 
long as Shakespeare's. They teach and 
change every single person that's got the 
heart and brains to take notice. He warned 
the world. He's still doing it. Ask your 
Geordie. They went to the same bloody 
school! Perhaps there'll be a common 
phrase, or a word used to explain certain 
human or political happenings or forces. 
Perhaps they'll call it Orwellian. That's it, 
Orwellian! The man, the individual, the soul 
that knew what was going on better than 
anyone else; certainly better than Aldous 


bloodv Huxlev; understood it all and laid it 
down for todav and for the dim and distant 
future... 


TRAMP B 
Phvsicallv, he's a beanpole, six foot four or 
five, skinnv with a peculiar moustache, 
tweed clothes, funnv haircut, loves a mug of 
tea and smokes too manv roll-ups. Doing him 
in, thev arel 


GIRL 
So where do vou think it came from, this 
great concern for humanity? 


TRAMP C 
Most of it beyond me, mate. Where did Jesus 
come from? By the way, he loved it when we 
called him that! 


GIRL 
People called him Jesus? 


TRAMP С 


No! When people called him mate! Perhaps 
what he had from day one was a simple 

sense of fair play and just wanted the whole 
world to be like that. So, he studied it, saved 


it and wrote about it in the best wav 
possible, nice and straight forward, nothing 
flowerv, and knowing full well he'd make as 
manv enemies as friends. There are so-called 
socialists that, if thev aren't red Tories, hate 
Orwell- hate himl For opposing and 
exposing Joseph Vissarionovich Stalin for 
one thing. Dear old Uncle Joe. 


SONG: GROUCHV MARXIST 


YOU PONDER THIS AND YOU 

PONDER THAT 

YOU ALWAYS LOVE TO 
PONTIFICAT' 

AND IT'S FUNNY HOW 
YOU'RE NEVER THERE 

WHEN THERE’S OTHER IDEAS IN 

THE AIR 


YOU SAY "OKAY SO THEY 
PRACTICED TORTURE 

BUT YOU'VE GOT TO SEE THE 
WIDER PICTURE” 


(NEW!) WELL, YOU LOOKED AND 
LISTENED BUT NEVER BELIEVED 

WHEN KRUSCHEV FINALLY 
SPILLED THE BEANS 


YOU TOLD YOURSELF AND 


EVERYONE ELSE 
HOW TO JUSTIFY THE MEANS 


YOU SAY, OKAY SO THEY PAID 
INFORMERS 
BUT SOMETIMES YOU GOT TO 
CUT SOME CORNERS! 


YOU GROUCHY MARXIST 
DON'T YOU LOVE TO DISCUSS 
AS LONG AS NO-ONE MENTIONS 
TRUTH 
AS LONG AS NO-ONE TURNS UP 
TO INTRODUCE THE TRUTH TO 
YOU 


WELL, STALIN MURDERED (NEW) 
LIKE HITLER DID 

AND THE BODIES OF THE BRAVE 
WERE HID 

AND THE TRIALS THAT FOLLOWED 
WERE JUST FOR SHOW 

YET STILL YOU CALL HIM "UNCLE 
JOE” 


YOU SAY "OKAY SO WE (NEW) 
HIRED LIARS 
BUT SOMETIMES YOU GOTTA 


FETCH THE PLIERSI 


XOU GROUCHV MARXIST 
DON'T YOU LOVE TO DISCUSS 
AS LONG AS NO-ONE MENTIONS 
TRUTH 
AS LONG AS NO-ONE TURNS UP 
TO INTRODUCE THE TRUTH TO 
XOU 


WELL, VOU CALLED A QUORUM IN 
A COMRADE'S ROOM 

WHERE VOU (NEW) ALL AGREED 
TO AGREE TOO SOON 

AND ВҮ FIVE PAST NINE VOU 
FOUND THE LINE. 

AND VOU KNOW IT'S THE SAME 
LINE EVERY TIME! 


YOU GROUCHY MARXIST 
DON'T YOU LOVE TO DISCUSS 
AS LONG AS NO-ONE MENTIONS 
TRUTH 
AS LONG AS NO-ONE TURNS UP 
TO INTRODUCE THE TRUTH TO 
YOU 


(INSTRUMENTAL) 


(SLOWLY) 

WELL, EVEN NOW YOU'D MAKE 
THE CASE 

FOR SECRETS KEPT IN A SECRET 
PLACE 

RAISE YOUR HAND FOR PAIN AND 
FEAR 

AND MAKING PEOPLE DISAPPEAR 


YOU SAY "OKAY SO THEY 
PRACTICE TORTURE 
BUT YOU'VE GOT TO SEE THE 
WIDER PICTURE 
AND IF I MIGHT BE ALLOWED TO 
SAY 
WE COULD ALWAYS SHARE 
GUANTANAMO BAY (fades) 


TRAMP A (noticing the girl 
taking notes) 
Shorthand? 


GIRL 
No, don't do that anymore. Got this (clicks 
on Dictaphone). 


TRAMPA 
That looks interesting... Okav. Well, as 
they’ve said, George Orwell actually started 
life as Eric Arthur Blair. Bloody Blair! After 
sending him off aged eight to wet the bed at 
St Cyprians in the wilds of Eastbourne, his 
parents networked to get him into Eton, 
where he was supposed to sit easily among 
what he called the ‘lower upper middle 
class’. Typical of him to know exactly where 
he stood in life and where everybody else 
stood, especially what he called The Blimps! 


GIRL 
The Blimps? 


TRAMP A 
Google it. Under slang. He lived for a while 
in the family home at Southwold, you might 
know it, the soulless second home retreat on 
the Suffolk coast much loved by Michael 
Palin, who - bizarrely - campaigned - 
unsuccessfully! - to keep out a Costa coffee 
shop. 


TRAMP C 
That’s protest Southwold-style for you! 


GIRL 
Ves, that's mv next stop... 


TRAMP A 
No buses, no railway station. Yes, yes, a very 
welcoming place, Southwold... Orwell didn’t 
like it much but used it as one of the starting 
points for his tramping and visiting places 
like this. They’re called Spikes. They’re 
Supposed to be workhouses, but everybody’s 
given up on that. As you said, they’re just 
doss houses really... There’s a lovely walk 
from Southwold to a place called 
Walberswick. Just imagine taking that walk 
with George Orwell. Just once. Making him a 
roll-up. Patting him on the back. Maybe 
sneaking in a question or two... 


SONG: SOUTHWOLD MORNING 
(PART II) 


OH-OH-OH... SOUTHWOLD 
MORNING VIEW 

I'D LIKE TO TAKE A SOUTHWOLD 
WALK WITH YOU 

OH-OH-OH... SOUTHWOLD 


MORNING VIEW 
I'D LIKE TO ТАКЕ A SOUTHWOLD 
WALK WITH YOU 


AND THE TRUTH IS IN THE 
WORDS 

AND THE WORDS SPEAK STARK 
AND PLAIN 

BUT SOMETIMES THEY ARE 
GORGEOUS 

AND THEY SPEAK TO HEART AND 
HEAD 


DON'T ASK ME WHAT THE TRUTH 
IS 

COS I CAN'T EXPLAIN THAT HERE 
I ONLY KNOW WHEN IT'S SPOKEN 
YOU CAN HEAR IT CRYSTAL 
CLEAR... 


TRAMP C 


He never went to uni. No gap year for young 
Eric! Instead, he followed in his father's 
footsteps to serve the Empire, becoming of 
all things a military policeman in Burma. 
Gawd knows why. But that was where he 
developed a conscience and a lifelong hatred 


of bullies, especiallv the political kind. But 
don't get him wrong! Orwell loved England, 
where... 


(TRAMP B wears the tie and uses the 
battered BBC microphone.) 


TRAMP B 
“The beer is bitterer, the coins heavier and 
the grass greener”. 


TRAMP A 
He couldn’t have been happier banging away 
at his typewriter with a roll-up of strong 
tobacco and endless cups of strong tea - 


TRAMP B 
“Indian, from a warmed pot, tea poured into 
the cup before the milk, and NO sugar!”. 


TRAMP C 
While we're talking about policing... don't, 
whatever you do, include the Department for 
Work and Pensions in your piece! He was 
never that well himself - but fit for work! 
And the bullet in the neck in Spain during 
the civil war was hardly health and safety. 


GIRL 
But he survived? 


TRAMPA 
Thank the Lord. He had still to write his two 
great books. Imagine a world without Animal 
Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four. Who could 
we turn to, Starmer? 


HE WENT TO DO HIS CALLING 
IN THE SPANISH CIVIL WAR 
FIGHTING FOR HIS IDEALS 


TRAMP B 
IN THE PISS 


TRAMP С 
AND SHIT 


TRAMP B 
AND THE COLD 


TRAMP А 
THEN MAVBE 10 VEARS LATER 
HE WROTE 1984 
WELL, I WONDER WHAT HE'D 
WRITE NOW 
IN THIS WORLD FULL OF HATRED 
THIS WORLD FULL OF WAR... 


ALL TRAMPS 
OH-OH-OH SOUTHWOLD 
MORNING VIEW 
I'D LIKE TO TAKE A SOUTHWOLD 
WALK WITH YOU 


GIRL 
What about his earlier books? 


TRAMP B 
Well, for a kick off, another George played a 
major part in his development as a writer. 
The lovable but very average George 
Bowling (like an announcement) from the 
suburbs!’ 


SONG: COMING UP FOR AIR 
(INSTRUMENTAL) 


(TRAMP B wears the tie 
and uses the battered 
BBC microphone.) 


I bent down to pick up a primrose. Couldn’t 
reach it - too much belly! I squatted down on 


mv haunches and picked a little bunch of 
them. Lucky there was no one to see me. I 
stood up and put my bunch of primroses on 
the gatepost. Then on an impulse I slid my 
false teeth out of my mouth and had a look at 
them. If I'd had a mirror, I'd have looked at 
the whole of myself, though, as a matter of 
fact, I knew what I looked like already. A fat 
man of forty-five, in a grey herringbone suit 
a bit worse for wear and a bowler hat. Wife, 
two kids, and a house in the suburbs written 
all over me. But the thing that struck me, as 
I gave my dental plate the once-over, was 
that it doesn't matter. Even false teeth don't 
matter. 

TRAMP C 
I'm fat - yes. I look like a bookie's 
unsuccessful brother - yes. No woman will 
ever go to bed with me unless she's paid to. I 
know all that. But I tell you I don't care. I 
don't want the women; I don't even want to 
be young again. I only want to be alive. And I 
was alive that moment when I stood looking 
at the primrose. It's a feeling inside you. A 
kind of peaceful feeling, and yet it's like a 
flame. I wondered why it is that we're all 
such bloody fools. 

TRAMP A 
Why don’t people, instead of all the idiocies 


thev do spend their time on, just walk round 
looking at things? That pool for instance - all 
the stuff that's in it. Newts, water-snails, 
water-beetles, caddisflies, leeches, and God 
knows how manv other things that vou can 
only see with a microscope. The mystery of 
their lives, down there under water. Vou 
could spend a lifetime watching them, ten 
lifetimes, and still vou wouldn't have got to 
the end even of that one pool. And all the 
while the sort of feeling of wonder, the 
peculiar flame inside you. It's the only thing 
worth having - and we don't want it, But I 
do! 


SONG: COMING UP FOR AIR 


TRAMP A 
GEORGE BOWLING GOT UP AND 
WENT 
AS FAR AS HIS PETROL TANK 
SEARCHING FOR PASTURES 
CLEAR 
AND LUKEWARM BEER 


HE THINKS AS HE DRIVES ALONE 

WHERE HAVE MY BEST YEARS 
GONE? 

THE WORLD GOES ON PASSING BY 


TOWN 


NOW 


DUMP 


GONE 


AND GEORGE CARRIES ON 


TRAMP B 
WHERE'S IT FROM? 
THIS WHIM THAT DRIVES US ON2 
AND OUR HEARTS KNOW WHEN 
OUR SOUL IS COMING UP FOR AIR 


TRAMP A 
HE HEADS FOR HIS CHILDHOOD 


AND WONDERS WHAT IT'S LIKE 


HE PULLS IN AND DRIVES ALONG 
TO HIS SECRET POND 


THE TOWN POND IS NOW THE 


THE FISH AND THE NEWTS ARE. 


HE SMILES AS HE TURNS AROUND 
TO THE WAR TO COME 


TRAMP B &A 
WHERE'S IT FROM? 
THIS WHIM THAT DRIVES US ON 
AND OUR HEARTS KNOW WHEN 
OUR SOUL IS COMING UP FOR AIR 


THE GREEN TREES AND THE 
WILDFLOWERS AND THE SKV 

AND THE CHURCHVARD AND THE 
SPIRE 

AND THE RIVER RUNS NEARBY 

AND IT TAKES YOU DEEP INSIDE 

COMING UP FOR AIR 


TRAMP А 
GEORGE HAD A SWEET LEFT FOOT 
COULD PICK OUT A PASS AND 
SHOOT 
BUT HE PASSED ON THE CALL 
FROM SPURS 
FOR THE "HIS AND HERS' 


ALL TRAMPS 
WHERE'S IT FROM? 
THIS WHIM THAT DRIVES US ON 
AND OUR HEARTS KNOW WHEN 
OUR SOUL IS COMING UP FOR AIR 
COMING ON UP FOR AIR 
COMING ON UP FOR AIR 
COMING ON UP FOR AIR 


GIRL 
What about the miners? 


SONG: SOUTHWOLD MORNING 


(PART III) 


TRAMP A 
What about the miners! Good question! But 
watch out for the sub editors! They'll turn it 
all round when vou're not looking. The 
Murdochs and Maxwells of this world... 


LATER IN THE STORV THE ETON 
BOV WENT NORTH 

WHERE HE MADE IT TO THE COAL 
FACE 

AND HE JOINED THEM IN THEIR 
WORK 


Well, our Eric, our Georgie, went down the 
mines. Simple as that. Coalface. The lot... 


(TRAMP C wears the tie 
and uses the battered 
BBC microphone.) 


'When vou go down a coal-mine it is 
important to trv and get to the coal face 
when the 'fillers' are at work. This is not 
easv, because when the mine is working 
visitors are a nuisance and are not 


encouraged, but if you go at any other time, 
it is possible to come away with a totally 
wrong impression. The time to go there is 
when the machines are roaring and the air is 
black with coal dust, and when you can 
actually see what the miners have to do. At 
those times the place is like hell, or at any 
rate like my own mental picture of hell. Most 
of the things one imagines in hell are there- 
heat, noise, confusion, darkness, foul air, 
and, above all, unbearably cramped space.” 


(TRAMP А takes the tie 
and uses the battered 
BBC microphone.) 


TRAMP A 


“When you have finally got there, you crawl 
through the last line of pit props and see 
opposite you a shiny black wall three or four 
feet high. This is the coalface. Overhead is 
the smooth ceiling made by the rock from 
which the coal has been cut; underneath is 
the rock again, so that the gallery you are in 
is only as high as the ledge of coal itself, 
probably not much more than a yard. The 
first impression is the frightful, deafening 
din from the conveyor belt which carries the 


coal awav. Vou cannot see verv far, because 
the fog of coal dust throws back the beam of 
vour lamp, but vou can see on either side of 
vou the line of half-naked kneeling men, one 
to everv four or five vards, driving their 
shovels under the fallen coal and flinging it 
swiftly over their left shoulders. It is 
impossible to watch the 'fillers' at work 
without feeling a pang of envy for their 
toughness. It is a dreadful job they do, an 
almost superhuman job by the standard of an 
ordinary person. For they are not only 
shifting monstrous quantities of coal, they 
are also doing it in a position that doubles or 
trebles the work. They have got to remain 
kneeling all the while--they could hardly rise 
from their knees without hitting the ceiling. 
The fillers look and work as though they 
were made of iron. They really do look like 
iron hammered iron statues under the 
smooth coat of coal dust which clings to 
them from head to foot.” 


(TRAMP B takes the tie 
and uses the battered 
BBC microphone.) 


TRAMP B 


"It is only when you see miners down the 
mine and naked that you realize what 
splendid men they are. Most of them are 
small but nearly all of them have the most 
noble bodies; wide shoulders tapering to 
slender supple waists, and small pronounced 
buttocks and sinewy thighs, with not an 
ounce of waste flesh anywhere. You can 
never forget that spectacle once you have 
seen it - the line of bowed, kneeling figures, 
sooty black all over, driving their huge 
shovels under the coal with stupendous force 
and speed...” 


GIRL 
Have you got a song about it? 


TRAMP C 
You're getting good at this. But first a 
question: do vou know how deep miners go 
underground? 


GIRL 
No idea. 


TRAMP С 
Well, we use about 400 yards. 


SONG: 400 YARDS DOWN 


GIRL 
Goodness gracious. 


TRAMP С 
Yes...and we sneak in a mention of Mrs 
Thatcher's son, Mark, the gormless one who 
got lost in the desert and attempted a coup 
d'état at the Isle of fucking Wight or 
wherever it was... 


FOUR HUNDRED YARDS DOWN 

IT'S DARKER THAN WE VE EVER 
SEEN 

IT'S DEEPER THAN WE'LL EVER BE 

SO, LET'S SIT HERE NICE AND 
WARM 

WE'LL SIT HERE BY THE FIRESIDE 
HERE 

AND WATCH THE STEEL-BELLIED 
MINERS GO 


FOUR HUNDRED YARDS DOWN 

AND REALLY THAT IS JUST THE 
START 

THERE'S STILL ANOTHER MILE TO 
GO 

AND THEIR WORKS THE IDIOT 
CHILD 


THATCHER WILL NEVER KNOW 


IT'S FOUR HUNDRED YARDS 
DOWN 

IT'S FOUR HUNDRED YARDS 
DOWN 

IT'S FOUR HUNDRED MILES 
DOWN 

TRAMP A 

BOYS FOLLOWED DADS DOWN 

THEY’RE HEADING FOR THE 
NEAREST SHAFT 

THEY WON'T GET HOME TIL 
AFTER DARK 

WHEN THEY’LL KICK A BALL 
ABOUT 

HOPING THAT THERE'S JUST A 
CHANCE 


THEY’LL MAKE IT TO ST. JAMES’S 


PARK 


FOUR HUNDRED YARDS DOWN 
THE HEAT AND NOISE AND DIRT 
AND DUST 


IS SOMETHING THEY CAN NEVER 


TRUST 
TRY WORKING JUST ONE DAY 
MINING THE HARDEST VEIN 


ALL TRAMPS 

HOW COULD ANYBODY RUIN 
SUCH PEOPLE? 

HOW COULD ANYBODY RUN 
DOWN THEIR LIVES? 

HOW COULD ANYONE DESTROY 
THEIR COMMUNITIES? 

HOW COULD THEY TELL SUCH 
LIES? 


TRAMP B 

IT'S FOUR HUNDRED YARDS 
DOWN 

THE SHIFT LAST SEVEN HOURS 
OR MORE 

HALF NAKED IN THE DIRT AND 
SOIL 

THERE'S NO TIME TO SIT AND 
REST 

TEN MINUTES P'HAPS FOR TEA 
AND SCRAM. (gossip...just looked it up. 
Thanks Carl) 


BY THE FEEBLE LIGHT OF A DAVY 


LAMP 


FOUR HUNDRED YARDS ABOVE 


THE RUMOURS SPREADING THICK 


AND FAST 
THE BOYS ARE TRAPPED BY A 


PITHEAD BLAST 

PRESS CAMERAS SNAP THEIR 
SOULS 

EVES OPEN BUT HEAD HELD LOW 


ALL TRAMPS 

HOW COULD ANYBODY RUIN 
SUCH PEOPLE? 

HOW COULD ANYBODY RUN 
DOWN THEIR LIVES? 

HOW COULD ANYONE DESTROY 
THEIR COMMUNITIES? 

HOW COULD THEY TELL SUCH 
LIES? 

HOW COULD ANYBODY RUIN 
SUCH PEOPLE? 

HOW COULD ANYBODY RUN 
DOWN THEIR LIVES? 

HOW COULD ANYONE DESTROV 
THEIR COMMUNITIES? 

HOW COULD THEY TELL SUCH 
LIES? 


SOME THINGS ARE NOT RIGHT 
SOME THINGS ARE NOT RIGHT 
SOME THINGS ARE NOT RIGHT 


(End of ACT I) 


(TRAMP B & С are playfully re- 
enacting the Jeeves/Bertie scene 
while GIRL and TRAMP A watch 
them in awe. B (Bertie) strides to the 
front and calls C (Jeeves) who 


follows him serenelv) 


BERTIE 
I sav, Jeeves, the Old Bov's gawn and done it 
this timel 


JEEVES 
Indeed, Sir? 


BERTIE 
Indeed's the word, Jeeves. Don't you read 
the papers? 


JEEVES 
I try not to, Sir. 


BERTIE 
Well, let me enlighten you, old manservant. 
Heard of a blister called Hitler? Little fella. 
Thinks he's Charlie Chaplin. 


JEEVES 
The character is familiar to me, Sir. I 
understand he’s gaining some notoriety for a 
somewhat aggressive nature. 


BERTIE 


That's the blighter, Jeeves. Anvwav, the Old 
Boy - P.G. to you and me — was having a 
breather in Belgium - å place called Le 
Tourniquet or something - when this little 
Hitler wanders by and puts him under house 
arrest! 


JEEVES 
Very disquieting, Sir. 


BERTIE 
Disquieting's the least of it, Jeeves. The next 
thing we know, one of Hitler's spin doctors, 
a crafty bean by the name of Goebbels, has 
the Old Boy on the wireless meandering on 
about pigs and roses and what have you. 


JEEVES 
Distracting entertainment, Sir? 


BERTIE 
Not when there's a war on, Jeeves! Some 
demented scribbler in the Daily Mirror, calls 
himself Cassandra, is kicking up a hell of a 
stink. Wants the Old Boy hung up by his 
toenails. 


JEEVES 
Most disquieting, Sir. 


BERTIE 
I do wish vou'd come up with a word other 
than 'disquieting', Jeevesl Our verv futures 
are at stake here. The Old Boy's our lifeline 
to future adventures, the raison to our 
d'etrel 


JEEVES 
Yes, I see what you mean, Sir. 


BERTIE 
We'll be okay, of course, with your brains 
and my good looks - but what about Gussie 
Finknottle and 'Barmv' Funghy-Fipps? They 
had to make the Drones’ Club password ‘Er, 
password?’ so they could get in! 


JEEVES 
Yes, it does equate to something 
approaching the horns of a dilemma, Sir. 


BERTIE 
And we need you to get us off 'em, Jeeves. 
Any brainwaves? 


JEEVES 
Well, Sir, there is an author and essayist of 
some repute who may be able to help nullify 


the propaganda quotient of some of the more 
scandalous sheets. 


BERTIE 
Spinoza, Jeeves? 


JEEVES 
Unfortunately, not, Sir. The philosopher 
Spinoza died of tuberculosis aged 44 in 
1677. I was thinking more about the former 
Eton schoolboy, sir - George Orwell. 


BERTIE 
Eton, eh? Can’t be bad. Don’t recall the 
blighter myself. OCKWELL? (Mayflower 
Theatre boss) 


JEEVES 
Orwell, sir! You may have mixed in 
somewhat different circles. 


BERTIE 
Be that as it may, Jeeves. Go to it. Snap up 
this Orwell chappie if you think he can help. 
JEEVES 
I will endeavour to do so, Sir... 


GIRL 
So what’s all this about? 


TRAMPA 
Well, it was the earlv summer of 1940. The 
Germans were making their rapid advance 
through Belgium and captured, amongst 
other things, Mr P.G. Wodehouse, who 
seems not to have realised until the last 
moment that he was in anv danger. Then, on 
25th June 1941, the news came that 
Wodehouse had been released from 
internment and was living at the Adlon Hotel 
in Berlin. On the following dav the public 
was astonished to learn that he had agreed 
to do some broadcasts of a "non-political" 
nature over the German radio. These 
broadcasts caused an immediate uproar in 
England. There were questions in 
Parliament, angrv editorial comments in the 
press, and a stream of letters from fellow- 
authors, nearlv all of them disapproving. In 
this atmosphere — imagine The Sun todav- 
Wodehouse made an ideal whipping-bov. He 
was the kind of rich man who could be 
attacked with impunitv without anv damage 
to the Establishment. It was the perfect 
opportunitv to "expose" a wealthv parasite 
without drawing attention to the parasites 
who reallv mattered. And our Georgie said 


as much in his essav, In Defence of P.G. 
Wodehouse. 


GIRL 
He sounds amazing. 


TRAMP A 
He was. And is. We’ve also done our own 
little piece on people who need to be 
defended at all times. 


GIRL 
What’s it called? 


TRAMP A 
Roadsweeper. It was his idea... (gestures to 
TRAMP С) 


SONG: ROADSWEEPER 


TRAMP C 
ROADSWEEPER! 
ROADSWEEPER! 
ROADSWEEPER! 
OT OI! 


DO YOU GET WHAT YOU ARE 
WORTH, ROADSWEEPER? 
FOR CLEANING YOUR PIECE OF 


EARTH, DO THEY PAY ҮА? 

ENOUGH FOR YOUR SUNDAY 
BEST? OR RETRAIN YA? 

GIVE YOU A NEW NAME, NEW JOB, 
MORE ROAD 

AND LESS WEDGE! 


OH, NIGHT NURSE! 
OH, NIGHT NURSE! 
OH, NIGHT NURSE! 
ОТОП 


THEV CALL VOU “АМСЕГ”, ОН 
NIGHT NURSE 

BUT IT'S ALL JUST AN ANGLE TO 
KEEP VA 

TENDING THE SICK N LAME FOR 
PEANUTS 

SAYIN’ “IT AINT OUR FAULT IT'S 
THE MARKET FORCE 

TO BLAME” 


OH TEACHER! 
OH TEACHER! 
OH TEACHER! 
OT OI! 


WILL THEY EVER LEARN, OH 
TEACHER? 


TAKE ON A NATION'S KIDS IN A 
MILLION SCHOOLS 

TOE THE OLD OFSTED LINE AND 
KEEP 'EM DOWNI 

YOU'RE STILL SLAVING FORA 
SVSTEM RUN 

BV FOOLS 


OH FIREMANI 
OH FIREMANI 
OH FIREMANI 
ОТОП 


XOU CAN GO TO BLAZES, ОН 
FIREMAN? 

KEEP YOU UP AT NIGHT DO THEY 
CALL YA 

A HERO OF THE FLAMES AND 
THEN MUG YA 

SAYING IT'S A JOB WORTH MORE 
THAN 

THE PAY 


OH MINERS! 
OH MINERS! 
OH MINERS! 
ОТОП 


WHERE THE HELL HAVE ҮОП 


GONE, OH MINERS? 

WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON? 
DO THEY SEE YA 

AS DIGNIFIED AND BRAVE THEN 
ERASE YA 

LIKE A STAIN ON THEIR GREEN 

AND PLEASANT LAND 


OH BANKERS! 
OH BANKERS! 
OH BANKERS! 
ОТОП 


DON'T YOU EVER SAY, OH 
BANKERS 

THAT YOU'RE THE PEOPLE'S 
FRIENDS, COS WE SEE YA, WE KNOW YA, 

WE KNOW WHERE IT ALL ENDS 
AND WE DESPISE YA 

COS YOU'RE THE LOWEST FORM 
OF HUMAN BEING TODAY! 


ALL TRAMPS 
ROADSWEEPER! 
ROADSWEEPER! 
ROADSWEEPER! 

OI OI OI 


GIRL 
So that's how you feel about things? 


TRAMP А 
All of us. That's how we all feel, our take on 
the world, the establishment. Like Orwell, 
we sing and clap for the nurses, the firemen, 
the teachers, the homeless and the miners - 
carers! - and against bankers! Bankers! 


GIRL 
Does Mr Orwell join in your songs? 


TRAMP A 
Not vet he hasn't, a bit tone deaf, I think, but 
he certainly smiles... 


TRAMP C 
Give him a break! He was shot in the neck! 


TRAMP B 
More on that later... 


GIRL 
So, he's alwavs been establishing himself as 
an author? 


TRAMP A 
Yes. He worked in a bookshop, and it was 


there he got the inspiration for Gordon 
Comstock. 


GIRL 
Gordon who? 


TRAMP AB (very clearly) 
Comstock. He's the hero in Keep The 
Aspidistra Flying, an idealistic young man 
forever fighting what he called The Money 
God, not always successfully... 


(TRAMP B wears the tie 
and uses the battered 
BBC microphone.) 


"Of all types of human being only the artist 
takes it upon him to say that he 'cannot' 
work. But it is quite true; there are times 
when one cannot work. Money again, always 
money! Lack of money means discomfort, 
means squalid worries, means shortage of 
tobacco! Means ever-present consciousness 
of failure - above all, it means loneliness. 
How can you be anything but lonely on two 
quid a week? And in loneliness no decent 
book was ever written.” 


(TRAMP C leaps in enthusiasticallv 
and steals the microphone and tie) 


TRAMP C 
'Gordon thought it all out, in the native 
selfish manner of a boy. There are two ways 
to live, he decided. You can be rich, or you 
can deliberately refuse to be rich. You can 
possess money, or you can despise money; 
the one fatal thing is to worship money and 
fail to get it. He took it for granted that he 
himself would never be able to make money. 
It hardly ever occurred to him that he might 
have talents which could be turned into 
account.” 


(TRAMP A takes the microphone and 
tie) 


SONG: GORDON COMSTOCK 


TRAMP B 
“That was what his schoolmasters had done 
for him; they had rubbed it into him that he 
was a seditious little nuisance and not likely 
to ‘succeed’ in life. He accepted this. Very 
well then, he would refuse the whole 
business of ‘succeeding’; he would make it 


his special purpose not to 'succeed'. Already, 
at sixteen, he knew which side he was on. He 
was against the Monev God and all his 
swinish priesthood. He had declared war on 
money, but secretly, of course.” 


TRAMP A 

DUSTY BOOKSHOP, ORWELL SETS 
THE SCENE 

GORDON COMSTOCK, ADRIFT 
WITHOUT A BEAN 

OUR COPY WRITER THINKS IT'S 
ALL BENEATH HIM 

JUST A SCHEME 


TRAMP B 

TAKES ON SERIOUS MONEY, 
COUNTS THE COST 

THE MONEY GOD V. OUR LITTLE 
BOY LOST 

GORDON FOUGHT BUT SOMEHOW 
KNEW 

THEY'D ALWAYS TAKE THE LOT 


TRAMP C 
BUT THE MUNDANE LIFE, IT'S 
NOT FOR GORDON 
ALL THE PETTY LIES, THE WASTE, 
THE BOREDOM 


A LIFE SPENT ON NOTHING MORE 
THAN THEIR 
PRECIOUS ASPIDISTRAS 


TRAMP A 

GORDON FOUND A WAY OUT OF 
HIS PAIN 

A LOVELY GIRL, ROSEMARY WAS 
HER NAME 

BUT GORDON MADE A MESS OF 
THAT 

HE DIDN'T KNOW WHEN TO WAIT 


TRAMP C 

BUT THE MUNDANE LIFE, IT'S 
NOT FOR GORDON 

ALL THE PETTV LIES, THE WASTE, 
THE BOREDOM 

A LIFE SPENT ON NOTHING MORE 
THAN THEIR 

PRECIOUS ASPIDISTRAS 


ALL TRAMPS 
COME ON GORDON, MOVE ON, 
DON'T STOP 
THERE'S NO TIME TO WASTE 
THE LOVELY ROSEMARY'S 
WAITING FOR HER MATE 


TRAMP C 

STILL THE MUNDANE LIFE WAS 
NOT FOR GORDON 

ALL THE PETTY LIES, THE WASTE, 
THE BOREDOM 

A LIFE SPENT ON NOTHING MORE 
THAN THEIR 

PRECIOUS ASPIDISTRAS 


TRAMP B 

GORDON FINALLY GOT THE 
THINGS HE NEEDS 

HE MARRIED ROSEMARY ON 
ALBION STREET 

AND SOON THEY LL HEAR THE 
LOVELY SOUND 

OF TINY, TINY FEET! 


ALL TRAMPS 
WELL DONE, GORDON, YOU 
MOVED ON, DIDN'T STOP 
THERE'S NO TIME TO WASTE 
NOW THE ASPIDISTRA'S 
STANDING IN ITS SPACE 
TAKING PRIDE OF PLACE 


GIRL 
Tell me more about Spain then. 


(TRAMP A, B and C look around 
and above for inspiration or 
intervention) 


TRAMP A 
Perhaps Orwell's own words about a young 
Italian who also went to fight... 


(TRAMP A wears the tie 
and uses the battered 
BBC microphone. He 
quotes Orwell) 


"When I remember--oh, how vividly! --his 
shabby uniform and fierce, pathetic, 
innocent face, the complex side-issues of the 
war seem to fade away and I see clearly that 
there was at any rate no doubt as to who 
was in the right. In spite of power politics 
and journalistic lying, the central issue of the 
Spanish Civil War was the attempt of people 
like this to win the decent life which they 
knew to be their birth right. It is difficult to 
think of this particular man's probable end 
without several kinds of bitterness.” 


TRAMP B 
"When one thinks of all the people who 
support or have supported Fascism, one 


stands amazed at their diversitv. What a 
crewl But the clue is reallv verv simple. Thev 
are all people with something to lose, or 
people who long for a hierarchical societv 
and dread the prospect of a world of free 
and equal human beings.” 


TRAMP C 
"All that the working man demands is what 
these others would consider the 
indispensable minimum without which 
human life cannot be lived at all. Enough to 
eat, freedom from the haunting terror of 
unemplovment, the knowledge that vour 
children will get a fair chance, a bath once a 
day, clean linen reasonably often, a roof that 
doesn't leak, and short enough working 
hours to leave vou with a little energv when 
the dav is done. Not one of those who preach 
against 'materialism' would consider life 
liveable without these things. And how easilv 
that minimum could be attained if we chose 
to set our minds to it for only twenty years! 
How right the working classes are in their 
‘materialism’.” 


TRAMP A 
"I never saw the Italian militiaman again, 
nor did I ever learn his name. It can be taken 


as quite certain that he is dead. Nearlv two 
years later, when the war was visibly lost, I 
wrote these verses in his memory” 


INSTRUMENTAL: CRYSTAL 
SPIRIT 
TRAMP B 
The Italian soldier shook my hand 
Beside the guardroom table; 
The strong hand and the subtle hand 
Whose palms are only able 


To meet within the sound of guns 
But oh! What peace I knew then 
In gazing on his battered face 
Purer than any woman's! 


For the flyblown words that make me spew 
Still in his ears were holy, 

And he was born knowing what I had learned 
Out of books and slowly. 


The treacherous guns had told their tale 
And we both had bought it, 

But my gold brick was made of gold - 
Oh! Who ever would have thought it? 


Good luck go with you, Italian soldier! 
But luck is not for the brave; 


What would the world give back to you? 
Alwavs less than vou gave. 


Between the shadow and the ghost, 
Between the white and the red, 
Between the bullet and the lie, 
Where would you hide your head? 


For where is Manuel Gonzalez, 

And where is Pedro Aguilar, 

And where is Ramon Fenellosa? 

The earthworms know where they are. 


Your name and your deeds were forgotten 
Before your bones were dry, 

And the lie that slew you is buried 

Under a deeper lie; 


But the thing that I saw in your face 
No power can disinherit; 

No bomb that ever burst 

Shatters the crystal spirit. 


ACT III 


(Tramps jam for a while before 
suddeniv bursting into song...) 


ALL TRAMPS 
(PREVIOUSLY: Old Macdonald had a 
farm ee-ave, ee-ave o, and on that farm, 
he had some... Pigs!). Now: 


MUST: Loud, rousing chorus of Beasts of 


Beasts of England, beasts of Ireland 
Beasts of everv land and clime 
Hearken well and spread mv tidings 
Of the golden future timel 


(TRAMP B wears the tie 
and uses the battered 
BBC microphone. He 
quotes Orwell) 


TRAMP B 
'But the animals were astonished to see 
Benjamin come galloping from the direction 
of the farm buildings, braving at the top of 
his voice:' 


TRAMP A 
“Quick, quick!” 

TRAMP B 
“He shouted.” 

TRAMP A 


“Come at once! They're taking Boxer away!" 


TRAMP B 
“Without waiting for orders from the pigs, 
the animals broke off work and raced back to 
the farm buildings. Sure enough, there in the 
yard was a large, closed van, drawn by two 
horses, with lettering on its side and a sly- 
looking man in a low-crowned bowler hat 
sitting on the driver's seat. And Boxer's stall 
was empty. The animals crowded round the 


JI 


van. 


ALL TRAMPS 
"Good-bye, Boxer!" 


TRAMP B 
"They chorused" 


TRAMP C 
'Good-bvel' 

TRAMP A 
"Fools! Fools!" 

TRAMP B 


'Shouted Benjamin.” 


TRAMP А 
'Do you not see what is written on the side 
of that van?" 


TRAMP B 
“That gave the animals pause, and there was 
a hush. Muriel began to spell out the words. 
But Benjamin pushed her aside and in the 
midst of a deadly silence he read:” 


TRAMP A 
'Alfred Simmonds, Horse Slaughterer and 
Glue Boiler, Willingdon. Do vou not 
understand what that means? They're taking 
Boxer to the knackers!” 


SONG: BOXER BLUES 


TRAMP B 
“А cry of horror burst from all the animals. 
At this moment the man on the box whipped 
up his horses and the van moved out of the 
yard at a smart trot. All the animals 
followed, crving out at the tops of their 
voices. Clover forced her way to the front. 
The van began to gather speed. Clover tried 
to stir her stout limbs to a gallop and 
achieved a canter. 


TRAMP C 
“Boxer!” 

TRAMP B 
“She cried.” 

TRAMP C 


“Boxer! Boxer! Boxer!” 


TRAMP B 

WE SAT AT THE BACK AS OLD 
MAJOR 

TOLD US ALL SO COOL AND CALM 

EVEN AFTER HIS WILDEST 
DREAMS OF 

LIFE ON ANIMAL FARM 


TRAMP А 

AND SNOWBALL TOOK IN EVERV 
WORD 

TO SUCCEED THE DVING MAJOR 

WHILE THE PIGS PLOTTED EXILE 
IN SHAME 

WITH VICIOUS GOSSIP AND 
RUMOUR 


TRAMP С 
SO NAPOLEON TOOK OVER THE 
REINS 
PROMISING MORE OF THE SAME 
ALL THE TIME HE ALWAVS MEANT 
TO PLAY THAT POLITICAL GAME 


TRAMP B 
HE DIDN'T OWN THE DAILY MAIL 
SO HE LEFT ALL THE WORDS TO 
SQUEALER 
FUNNY HOW THERE'S A 
FATTHFUL FRIEND 
FOR EVERY DOUBLE DEALER 


TRAMP C 
I LOVED TO WORK AS HARD ASA 
HORSE 
I KNEW NO OTHER WAY 
I DIDN'T KNOW THE KNACKERS 


YARD 
WAS THE PRICE I'D HAVE TO PAY 


AND IT'S ALL FOR ONE 


TRAMP А 
AND ONE FOR ALL 


TRAMP C 
SISTERS AND BROTHERS 
YOU MUST LOOK OUT FOR THE 
ONES 
THE ONES WHO WILL ALWAYS BE 


ALL TRAMPS 
A LITTLE BIT MORE EQUAL THAN 
YOU OR ME! ! 


TRAMP B 

(NEW) WINTERTIME CAME AND 
STAYED 

WITH FAILED CROPS AND 
BLOCKED UP DRAINS 

THERE WAS NEVER ENOUGH 
FOOD TO EAT 

BUT ALWAYS SNOWBALL TO 
BLAME 


TRAMP A 


(NEW) BOXER WORKED ON THE 
WINDMILL 

WHEN HE RECEIVED THE 
FATEFUL BLOW 

PIGS TOOK HIM TO THE. 
SECRET PLACE 

AND SHOWED HIM WHERE TO 
GO 


TRAMP C 
I LOVED TO WORK AS HARD ASA 
HORSE 
I KNEW NO OTHER WAY 
I DIDN'T KNOW THE KNACKERS 
YARD 
WAS THE PRICE I'D HAVE TO PAY 


AND IT'S ALL FOR ONE 


TRAMP А 
ONE FOR ALI, 


TRAMP С 
SISTERS AND BROTHERS 
YOU MUST LOOK OUT FOR THE 
ONES 
THE ONES WHO WILL ALWAYS BE 


ALL TRAMPS 


A LITTLE BIT MORE EQUAL THAN 

VOU OR MEI 
(Possible bridge: 

Boxer, oh Boxer 

So brave and true 

How could thev have chosen vou 

To work all dav in the snow and 

ice 

A cruel but clever sacrifice 

Boxer, oh Boxer, oh Boxer, oh 

Boxer 

Oh, oh, oh...oh, oh, oh....) 


INSTRUMENTAL 


TRAMP B 

SEEING THE PIGS INSIDE WITH 
FARMER JONES 

THEY COULD HARDLY BELIEVE 
THEIR EYES 

THEY ALL STOOD THERE IN 
SHOCK ‘N’ AWE 

THEN, AT LAST, THEY REALISED... 


TRAMP C 
I LOVED TO WORK AS HARD ASA 
HORSE 
I KNEW NO OTHER WAY 
I DIDN’T KNOW THE KNACKERS 


YARD 


WAS THE PRICE I'D HAVE TO PAY 


AND IT'S ALL FOR ONE 


TRAMP A 
ONE FOR ALI, 


TRAMP C 
SISTERS AND BROTHERS 
XOU MUST LOOK OUT FOR THE 


ONES 


THE ONES WHO WILL ALWAYS BE 


ALL TRAMPS 
A LITTLE BIT MORE EQUAL 


THAN... EVERYBODY ELSE! 


FOUR LEGS GOOD AND TWO LEGS 


BAD 


(REPEATS X 4) 


(TRAMPS re-enact a 
scene from 1984. 
TRAMP C is in a chair, 
looking terrified. 
TRAMP A narrates and 


'TRAMP B plavs 
O'Brien) 


TRAMP A 
O'Brien held up his left hand, its back 
towards Winston, with the thumb hidden and 
the four fingers extended. 


TRAMP B 
How many fingers am I holding up, Winston? 


TRAMP C 
Four. 


TRAMP B 
And if the party says that it is not four but 
five - then how many? 


TRAMP C 
Four 


TRAMP A 
The word ended in a gasp of pain. The 
needle of the dial had shot up to fifty-five. 
The sweat had sprung out all over Winston's 
body. The air tore into his lungs and issued 
again in deep groans which even by 
clenching his teeth he could not stop. 


O'Brien watched him; the four fingers still 
extended. He drew back the lever. This time 
the pain was only slightly eased. 


TRAMP B 
How many fingers, Winston? 


TRAMP C 
Four. 


TRAMP A 
The needle went up to sixtv. 


TRAMP B 
How many fingers, Winston? 


TRAMP C 
Four! Four! What else can I say? Four! 


TRAMP A 
The needle must have risen again, but he did 
not look at it. The heavy, stern face and the 
four fingers filled his vision. The fingers 
stood up before his eyes like pillars, 
enormous, blurry, and seeming to vibrate, 
but unmistakably four. 


TRAMP B 
How many fingers, Winston? 


TRAMP С 
Fourl Stop it, stop itl How can vou go оп? 
Fourl Fourl 


TRAMP B 
How many fingers, Winston? 


TRAMP С 
Fivel Fivel Fivel 


SONG: NINETEEN EIGHTY- 
FOUR 


TRAMP B 
No, Winston that is no use. You are lying. 
You still think there are four. How many 
fingers, please? 


TRAMP C 
Fourl Fivel Fourl Anvthing vou like. Ошу 
stop it, stop the painl 


GIRL sings 
IT WAS THERE AT ST. CVPRIANS 
AND HE SAW IT IN THE PUBLIC 
SCHOOLS 
AND HE SAW IT IN THE EYES OF 
PEOPLE 


WHERE THE BRITISH EMPIRE 
RULED 


HE SAW IT AND HE LEARNED IT 
LIKE TWO AND TWO MAKE FOUR 
HE SAW IT AND HE SAVED IT 
FOR NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR 


AND IT WAS THERE 

IN THE TOWNS UP NORTH 

AND HE SAW IT THERE 

IN THE EAST END SLUMS 

AND HE SAW IT AGAIN 

ON THE COUNTRV ROADS 

WHERE HE WALKED ALONG 

WITH THE TRAMPS AND THE 
HOBOS 


HE SAW IT AND HE LEARNED IT 
LIKE TWO AND TWO MAKE FOUR 
HE SAW IT AND HE SAVED IT 
FOR NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR 


AND IT WAS THERE IN THE 
SPANISH WAR 

AND HE SAW IT IN THE MINERS' 
EYES 

AND HE SAW IT IN THE POOREST 

HE SAW THROUGH STALIN’S LIES 


HE SAW IT AND HE LEARNED IT 
LIKE TWO AND TWO MAKE FOUR 
HE SAW IT AND HE SAVED IT 
FOR NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR 


INSTRUMENTAL 


ALL, 

AND IT WAS THERE 

IN THE TOWNS UP NORTH 

AND HE SAW IT THERE 

IN THE EAST END SLUMS 

AND HE SAW IT THERE 

ON THE COUNTRY ROADS 

WHERE HE WALKED ALONG 

WITH THE TRAMPS AND THE 
HOBOS 


AND IT WAS THERE 

IN THE TOWNS UP NORTH 
AND HE SAW IT THERE 

IN THE EAST END SLUMS 
AND HE SAW IT ALL 

ON THE COUNTRY ROADS 
WHERE HE WALKED ALONE 
WITH THE TRAMPS AND THE 
HOBOS 


HE SAW IT AND HE LEARNED IT 
LIKE TWO AND TWO MAKE FOUR 
HE SAW IT AND HE SAVED IT 
FOR NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR 


HE SAW IT AND HE LEARNED IT 
LIKE TWO AND TWO MAKE FOUR 
HE SAW IT AND HE SAVED IT 
FOR NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR 


(Optional) 


TRAMP A (joined after two 
lines bv the other tramps) 
His name was Eric Blair 
But the likeness stops right therel 
The likeness stops right therel 
The likeness stops right therell 


(TRAMP A quietly sings) 


TRAMP A 
ONE GEORGIE ORWELL 
ONE GEORGIE ORWELL 
THERE'S ONLY ONE GEORGIE 
ORWELL 


(Repeats. TRAMPS join in quietly as 


thev clear up and walk into The 
Spike. The GIRL sits just as she was 
before TRAMPS NIGHTCLUB. Tired, 
she sits amongst the junk and holds 
her head in her hands for a while. 
She lifts her head from her hands, 
alone, lights begin to fade down on 
her. Was it all a dream? Her phone 
goes.) 


GIRL 
Hi, Georgie...l mean Geordie. 


FIN. 


